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Statement  of  Purpose 

Nexus,  as  a  school  newspaper,  serves  three  main  purposes.  It  is  an 
open  outlet  for  student  and  staff  opinions,  ideas,  and  creativity;  it  is  a 
medixim  through  which  current  events  relevant  to  the  school  may  be  made 
known;  and  finally  it  is-  or  should  be-  a  breath  of  fresh  air  in  the 
sometimes  boring,  always  hectic  school  days  of  every  Selwyn  Boy.  Enjoy! 
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EDITORIAL 


On  January  16,  1991,  war  broke  out  in 
the  Persian  Gulf.  The  outbreak  of  war  was 
hardly  unexpected,  but  it  still  came  as  quite  a 
shock  to  some  people.  The  media  had  been 
given  months  to  prepare  their  coverage  of  the 
war,  so  when  it  began  they  were  far  from 
unprepared.  Each  network  had  reporters  in 
Iraq,  Saudi  Arabia,  Jordan,  Israeli  and  a  host 
of  other  countries.  There  were  correspondents 
at  the  White  House,  the  Pentagon,  in  Ottawa, 
etc.  Reporters  were  broadcasting  live  by 
satellite  when  the  first  attack  began.  Despite 
all  the  technology  and  pizzazz  behind  the 
coverage  of  the  war,  few  events  have  ever  been 
so  poorly  reported. 

The  entire  affair  is  being  treated  very 
much  like  some  sort  of  sporting  event.  For 
weeks  T.V.  viewers  have  been  treated  to  a 
barrage  of  pre-war  sho?.  s,  very  much  like  pre- 
game  shows.  Possible  attack  strategies  and 
battle  tactics  were  outlined,  the  players  and 
their  equipment  were  paraded  before  the 
public.  The  media  started  counting  down  the 
minutes  before  the  war  would  start.  Once  the 
actual  coverage  began,  tilings  went  fi-om  bad  to 
worse.  Reporters  started  offering  what 
amounted  to  play  by  play  commentary  on  the 
events.  Viewers  watched  instant  replays  of  the 
attacks,  retired  "players"  were  called  in  to  give 
their  opinions  on  how  the  "game"  was  going 
and  on  what  the  "coaches'"  next  plays  were 
likely  to  be.  Never  once  did  these  people  stop 
to  mention  that  for  every  missile  that  was 
fired,  for  every  bombing  raid  that  took  off, 
innocent  human  beings  were  dying. 

The  media  no  longer  appear  to  be 
content  with  telling  truths  and  semi-truths. 
Stories  that  are  entirely  based  on  nmior  are 
being  broadcast  to  milions  of  people.  When 
Israel  was  first  under  missile  attack,  the 
variovis  network  anchormen  were  stating  that 
Iraq  had  begiin  a  chemical  war,  that  dozens  of 
civilians    were    in    hospital    undergoing 


treatment  for  exposure  to  chemical  weaponry, 
that  Israel  had  already  scrambled  their  jets, 
among  a  host  of  others.  These  rumors  receive 
such  widespread  distribution  that  thay  can 
easily  fuel  euphoria  and  hysteria  in  the 
population.  The  power  to  cause  mass  hysteria 
is  very  dangerous  one  and  should  be  wielded 
with  a  little  more  care  than  has  been  taken  in 
the  last  several  days. 

In  light  of  the  fact  that  the  media  are  now 
freely  broadcasting  rumors,  one  can  not  help 
but  question  the  truth  of  what  has  been  said  in 
the  past.  How  much  of  the  information  that 
we  have  been  given  is  merely  propaganda 
designed  to  increase  support  of  the  war  effort 
by  portraying  Saddam  Hussein  as  a  far  more 
powerful  and  barbaric  man  than  he  actually 
is?  Without  turning  public  opinion  against  the 
enemy,  whether  throught  fact  or  falsehood,  no 
war  effort  can  be  successful.  It  is  therefore 
both  possible  and  likely  that  much  of  the 
information  we  have  received  to  aate  has  been 
doctored  to  suit  the  purposes  of  our  politicians. 
The  media's  final  failure  lies  in  the  way 
they  have  weighted  their  coverage.  All  eyes 
are  focused  on  the  war.  Other  stories  which 
would  normally  have  been  front  page  news  end 
up  far  back  in  the  papers,  pushe-"}  aside  by  the 
happy  news  from  the  front.  Here,  in  Canada, 
where  the  controversial  GST  just  came  into 
effect,  not  one  word  has  been  said  since  long 
before  the  January  15  deadline.  The  activities 
of  the  Soviet  army  in  Lithuania  which  would 
normally  have  outraged  most  people  have  been 
by  and  large  ignored  by  the  media  in  favor  of 
the  war.  For  Gorbachev,  nothing  could  be 
better,  for  without  the  support  of  the  media, 
public  opinion  means  nothing. 

Pro  Chaudhury 


^f^^fs  s^ 


ESSAYS 


Confessions  and  Condemnations 

from  a 

Self-Proclaimed 

Coward 


A  classmate  of  mine  was  recently 
circulating  a  petition  to  be  signed  by  Selwyn 
House  students  which  he  planned  to  send  to 
the  prime  minister  of  Canada.  It  read  as 
follows:  "We  in  the  community  of  Selwyn 
House  High  School  would  like  to  express  our 
support  for  our  Canadian  forces  in  the  Persian 
Gulf,  and  the  United  Nations'  resolutions  to 
get  Iraq  out  of  Kuwait,  as  well  as  to  protect  the 
rest  of  the  Middle  East  from  the  constant 
threat  and  terror  of  Saddam  Hussein."  At  first 
I  just  scoffed  at  th^  letter,  (admittedly 
suffering  from  a  natural  bias  against 
extremism  and  politics  of  any  kind)  but  within 
minutes,  I  found  myself  growing  angry  and 
even  outraged  at  the  thought  of  this  petition 
being  sent  to  the  leader  of  our  nation.  These 
involuntary  sentiments  were  extremely 
disquieting,  mainly  because  up  to  that  point  I 
had  supported  Canadian  involvement  in  the 
Gulf  Crisis  almost  completely.  I  asked  myself 
why  I  was  so  affected  by  such  a  simple  and 
seemingly  harmless  petition. 

The  answer,  I  knew,  lay  not  in  the 
unquestionably  benign  and  morally  supportive 
words  of  the  petition,  but  in  the  implied  pro- 
war  sentiments  behind  the  idea  of  the 
petition.  As  the  initiator  of  the  petition 
explained,  "We  feel  that  the  peace  people  are  a 
loud  minority,  and  that  the  Prime  Minister 
should  know  that  there  is  wide  support  for  the 
Candian  government's  actions,  and  the  war 
movement."  Of  course,  there  was  no  such 
direct  promotion  of  the  war  within  the  letter 
itself.  But  ,  on  receiving  this  petition,  the 
prime  minister  (or  whichever  of  his  lackeys 
reads  his  mail)  is  sure  to  infer  an  actual 
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support  of  the  war  and  not  just  support  of  the 
troops.  Surely  all  peace-niks  and  hawks  alike, 
no  matter  how  radical,  hope  all  the  Canadian 
troops  return  home  alive,  and  almost  everyone 
agrees  that  Iraq's  invasion  of  Kuwait  was 
wrong.  To  say  so  in  a  letter  to  the  prime 
minister  conveys  more  than  just  the  hope  that 
the  soldiers  come  home  alive,  but  that  their 
presence  in  the  Gulf  is  approved  of  So  to  voice 
support  of  the  obvious  translates  into  voicing 
support  for  the  war. 

As  I  have  said,  I  supported  the  war,  and, 
even  reaUzing  that  this  petition  was  indirectly 
backing  the  war  movement,  I  should  have 
signifed  happily  and  been  on  my  way.  The  war 
was  (and  still  is)  in  my  opinion  morally 
justified  and  economically  helpful — after  all, 
the  very  real  global  problems  that  could  be 
caused  by  antagonistic  control  of  the  formerly  ^ 
docile  Kuwaiti  oil  fields  are  not  petty  concerns. 
I  believe  the  war  should  be  fought.  And  yet  I 
could  not  bring,  myself  to  sign  this  little 
petition.  I  finally  realized  that  the  reason  I 
could  not  support  the  war  was  that  I  am  not 
willing  to  die  in  the  Gulf  As  far  as  wars  go, 
this  one  seemed  to  be  a  relatively  "just"  one, 
and  whether  this  a  moral  correctness  is  real  or 
imagined  is  irrelevant:  I  am  still  not  willing  to 
fight  Saddam's  reign  of  terror,  to  fight  to  free 
Kuwait,  or  even  to  fight  to  ensure  a  plentiful 
oil  supply  to  the  West,  much  less  be  killed  in 
the  process.  And  how  can  I  justify  actions 
(such  as  voicing  support  for  the  war)  which 
will  result  in  forcing  others  to  forfeit  their  lives 
for  a  cause,  if  I  am  not  willing  to  offer  my  own 
life  for  that  cause? 

Supporting  the  war  without  backing 
that  support  with  my  own  willingness  to  fight 
in  it  is  like  enjoying  a  high  stakes  game  of 
Russian  roulette,  while  wagering  someone 
else's  head.  What  right  do  I  have  to  offer  other 
people's  lives  for  a  cause  /  believe  in?  None. 
It  is  for  this  reason  that  I  cannot  support  the 
war.  And  for  this  reason  that  I  see  nothing  but 
hypocrites  when  I  see  Canadians  and 
Americans  in  Washington,  or  in  Ottawa,  or 
anywhere  (even  Selwyn  House)  except  the  Gulf 
demonsrating  in  any  way  in  support  of  the 


war.  If  the  war  is  so  justified,  so  morally 
right,  so  necessary,  then  why  aren't  these  war 
supporters  out  fighting? 

Those  who  are  vocally  in  favor  of  this 
war  had  better  enlist  as  soon  as  they  are  able. 
And  if  they  don't  ,  I  just  hope  they  get  dreifled 
before  I  do. 

Hugh  McGuire 


People  Should  Help  Those  who  are 
Less  Fortiinate  than  They 

In  the  world  in  which  we  live  today,  many 
of  us  do  not  reahze  how  fortunate  we  are.  Too 
often,  we  take  for  granted  the  many  joys  of  life 
that  others  only  dream  about.  In  the  interest 
of  creating  a  more  productive  and  unified 
society,  I  believe  it  is  the  obligation  of  all 
citizens  to  contribute  their  time  and  effort  for 
the  good  of  society  in  order  that  we  progress 
rather  than  regress.  In  other  words,  the  more 
people  give  to  society,  tiie  more  society  can  give 
back  to  its  citizens. 

The  issue  befoi  e  us  has  many  moral 
implications.  As  humans,  we  are  bound  by 
ethics  and  values  to  help  and  support  those 
less  fort\inate  than  ourselves.  However,  there 
exist  many  concrete  and  tangible  reasons  to 
support  this  statement.. 

The  basic  motivation,  besides  moral 
obligation,  that  compels  us  to  give  of  ourselves, 
is  the  hope  that  we  are  creating  a  more 
desirable,  a  more  just,  and  a  more  humane 
society.  Assisting  others  is  synonymous  to 
kinship  and  brotherhood,  thus  creating  a  very 
caring  and  suportive  environment.  The 
creation  of  such  an  atmosphere  is  beneficial  to 
all  citizens  because  the  giving,  in  turn,  comes 
back  to  the  giver.  Consequently  ,  we  create  a 
chain  reaction  that  spreads  and  broadens  imtil 
we  have  touched  sdl  members  of  society. 

Another  ramification  is  that  helping 
others  generates  hope  for  the  furture.  If 
people  less  fortiinate  are  given  opportunities  to 
develop  and  realize  their  goals,  they  begin  to 
believe  in  their  potential  and  abilities  and  can 
pass  on  to  their  children  a  positive  attitude 


rather  than  a  defeatist,  negative  point  of  view 
of  man  and  life.  It  breaks  the  chain  of  despair. 
Helping  others  to  help  themselves  will  then 
contribute  to  eliminating  many  social  problems 
associated  with  the  less  fortunate,  the  poor 
and  the  destitute.  If  we  support  programs 
designed  to  help  the  less  fortunate,  it  would 
encourage  many  of  these  people  to  seek 
alternative  ways  to  solve  their  problems.  They 
would  have  options  and  consequently,  society 
would  see  a  decrease  in  crime,  stealing,  abuse, 
and  vandalism.  These  people  would  have 
options  and  aspire  to  a  healthier  way  of  living. 
And  finally,  contributing  to  other's 
wellbeing  expands  our  humainty.  Our  gifts 
and  talents  are  shallow  if  selfishly  guarded. 
By  contributing  to  others  we  direct  our  skill  in 
the  most  productive  way.  Ultimately,  the  gifts 
and  talents  which  make  us  more  fortunate  are 
a  blessing.  We  too  could  have  been  born 
starving,  diseased  and  impoverished.  We  have 
done  nothing  to  earn  the  good  fr  -^ane  we  were 
born  with.  It  becomes  our  obligation  , 
therefore,  to  put  back  into  our  world  some 
measure  of  the  opportunities  we  have  been 
blessed  with. 

Damion  Stodola 


Crude  Food 

When  we  run  towards  the  dining  room 
each  day  for  our  daily  meal,  we  are  not  faced 
with  red,  flashing  signs  ordering  us  to  put  our 
gas-masks  on,  although  that  would  have  been 
a  legitimate  suggestion  several  years  ago; 
instead,  we  are  confronted  with  the  familiar 
aroma  of  burnt  charcoal  and  over-baked 
macaroni  which  draws  us  to  our  respective 
tables.  It  is  impossible  for  anyone  to  forget  the 
image  of  the  typical  Selwyn  House  student  at 
this  time  of  the  day  who  can  be  seen  pacing 
back  and  forth,  patiently  waiting  for  the  three- 
course  meal  to  be  served.  Not  many  of  us  can 
see  the  sheets  of  perspiration  that  slowly  make 
their  way  down  his  back.  Not  many  of  us  can 
even  see  the  forceful  contraction  of  his  muscles 


when  the  mutilated  cabbagge  rolls  first  come 
into  his  view.  Nevertheless,  it  is  a  reality  that 
he  must  face. 

For  five  years  now,  I  have  indulged 
myself  in  many  lunches  at  this  academic 
institution  we  call  Selwyn  House,  and 
although  I  may  give  people  the  impression  that 
I  can  eat  any  amount  of  anything,  I  am  in  fact 
a  harsh  food  critic.  I  have  spent  an  infinite 
number  of  hours  analysing,  picking,  stabbing, 
chiseling,  and  digesting  our  school  meals,  and 
I  have  reached  the  conclusion  that  each  and 
every  Selwyn  House  student  must  be  awarded 
a  gold  medal  for  bravery.  Why  bravery?  Well, 
it  is  our  bravery  and  courage  that  has  given  us 
the  ability  to  sit  before  a  plate  covered  with 
what  the  food  committee  insists  upon  calling 
FOOD. 

What  we  eat  at  Selwyn  House  is  more 
commonly  known  among  food  connaisseurs  as 
imitational  food.  First  of  all,  let's  look  at  our 
daily  soup.  Each  bowl  of  soup  placed  before 
you  is  scientifically  designed  to  remind  you 
subconsciously  of  the  previous  day's  lunch. 
Very  tricky  indeed!  When  a  few  raw 
vegetables  thrown  into  boiling  water  is 
supposed  to  represent  the  previous  day's 
lunch,  then  you  know  right  away  that  the 
main  course  is  not  going  to  be  the  highlight  of 
your  day. 

There  are  many  different  main  courses, 
ranging  from  the  well-remembered  egg 
omelette  to  the  nasty  cabbagge  rolls.  Included 
in  this  list  are  the  burnt  cannelloni  dish,  the 
over-baked  macaroni,  and  the  stm-baked  beef- 
stew.  The  hamburger  meal,  however,  is  one 
meal  that  sticks  out  in  my  mind.  As  tasty  as 
the  hamburgers  may  be,  no  staff  member  can 
ever  make  me  believe  that  the  hamburgers  are 
actually  made  with  real  meat.  Each 
hamburger  patty  is  red  on  the  inside  but  burnt 
on  the  outside.  This  can  only  raise 
suspiscions.  So  I  took  a  sample  to  Mr.  Boyle 
who  then  did  a  series  of  tests.  In  the  end,  he 
identified  the  sample  as  being  a  combination  of 
calcium  hydroxide,  zinc  sulfide,  and  lead 
nitrate,  but  I'm  still  willing  to  bet  on 
horsemeat. 


Finally,  there's  always  dessert.  Today,  I 
center  my  focus  of  attention  on  the 
introduction  of  lemon  tarts.  These  forms  of 
mini-lemon  pies  are  essentially  fragile  pieces 
of  crust  placed  an  an  aluminum  holder  so  as  to 
hide  its  many  deficiencies  from  the  public. 
Personally,  it  takes  me  about  seven  lemon 
tarts  before  I  actually  begin  to  feel  their 
presence  at  the  bottom  of  my  stomach.  I  say 
that  we  abolish  the  idea  of  the  lemon  tart  and 
revive  the  ice-cream  sandwich,  but  then  again, 
I  do  not  hold  an  administrative  position. 

My  friends,  while  I  sense  the  subtle 
reforms  that  are  taking  place  within  our 
system,  I  still  feel  that  it  will  take  someone  of 
leadership  abilities  to  turn  around  SHS's 
gastronomic  situation.  I  am  the  people's 
choice.  Some  people  eat  to  live.  I,  on  the  other 
hand,  live  to  eat.  Don't  give  up  the  struggle, 
and  don't  falter  under  the  pressure.  See  you 
next  time. 

Ansar  Hassan 


?  ?  of  the  Shaving  Cops 

There  have  been  several  reports  of 
condamnation  spread  about  the  school 
concerning  the  hindrance  of  shaving 
proceeding  the  March  Break.  Since  the 
opening  of  the  school  in  the  new  year,  our 
headmaster  has  snared  even  me  frolicking  in 
the  halls  bearing  the  bristles  of  post-pubesence 
on  my  chinny-chin-chin.  Accompanying  me 
were  various  other  complacent  victims  of  the 
facial  hair  clamp-down-two  of  whom  can  only 
be  named  as  FISHHEAD  and  DING  DONG 
DINGERMAN.  Their  fear  of  being  tracked 
down  by  high-ranking  shaving  cops  has  led 
them  to  the  use  of  pseudonyms  in  order  to 
remain  anonymous. 

The  likes  adventurous  students  in  the 
school  speculate  that  the  sudden  suppression 
of  facial  growth  is  the  working  of  only  one 
man,  the  headmaster.  Is  Mr.  Mitchell  really 
just  a  headmaster,  or  is  that  merely  a  cover 
for  his  real  profession    Head  Exterminator  of 
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Facial  Halt  for  the  FARG  agency  (Facial- 
Abolition  of  Radical  Growth)?? 

Others  speculate  that  there  is  a  newly 
instated  secret  police  force  on  the  school  staff, 
present  only  for  the  purpose  of  castigating 
those  careless  few  who  conspire  to  elude  the 
school  rule,  "Students  must  be  clean  shaven." 
If  this  latter  is  true,  then  I  feel  it  is  my  duty  to 
lead  a  student  uprising  against  this  towering 
evil.  Is  it  not  true  that  the  likes  of  Probal  Lala 
('83)  and  Pankaj  Handa  ('84)  maintained 
extremely  protuberant  whiskers  during  their 
Selly  years??  Is  it  not  also  true  that  Probal 
Lala  was  elected  Head  Prefect??  I  rest  my  case. 

Let  us  display  our  filament  in  an  effort  to 
retrain  our  newcomers.  DING  DONG 
DINGERMAN  has  already  begun  in  his  effort 
to  grow  a  GOAT-T  like  L.L  Coll  .Ts.  Now  it's 
your  turn!  Til  next  time, 

Tim  Beer  Hoare,  writing  under  the 
nom  de  plume  Jim  Boare. 


Impromptu  (47) 

I  could  be  original  and  write  on  a  subject 
apart  from  this  "Gulf  Crisis."  But  it  feels  like 
getting  into  a  car  crash  and  fixing  my  hair 
before  picking  myself  up  out  of  the  wreckage. 
(My  apologies  to  other  writers.) 

If  I  don't  want  to  appear  indecisive  or 
impassive,  I  suppose  I  shoidd  make  a  stand, 
saying  that  I  support  or  oppose  the  whole 
thing.  But  there  is  no  real  point.  There  is 
nothing  much  I  can  do  about  it.  And  if  I  do,  111 
just  become  another  number,  another  voice  on 
either  side.  "One  more  against." 

Most  importantly,  though  that's  not 
important,  I'm  not  going  to  convince  any 
bullet-head  or  any  peace-nik  to  change  his 
side.  But,  perhaps,  I  can  get  rid  of  some  of  the 
crap  that  I  see  flying  around,  from  both  sides. 
Everybody,  it  seems,  heads  into  the  whole 
mess  with  one  of  two  ideas — "America  is 
right,"  or,  "America  is  wrong" — and  who  cares 
what  they  actually  do. 


A  few  things  I'd  like  to  refute: 

#1.  The  idea  that  the  United  States  is 
just  there  to  fight  for  oil,  so  it's  not  a 
worthwhile  war.  This,  as  I  see  it,  is  the  one  big 
delusion  on  the  anti-war  front.  The  Americans 
are  there  to  protect  their  economic  interests, 
and  there's  no  doubt  about  that.  But  it's  also 
undeniable  that  they  went  there  to  prevent 
the  spread  of  Saddam  Hussein's  power.  It  isn't 
true  that  the  U.S.  steps  in  every  time  a  small, 
defenceless  nation  is  invaded  by  a  larger, 
power-hungry  country  on  its  borders.  But  it  is 
true  that  they  don't  get  invited  over  by  a  third 
world  nation  too  often.  Besides,  isn't  the 
protection  of  world  economy  somewhat 
important?  What  is    a  worthwhile  war? 

#2.  Saddam  Hussein  is  insane.  In  a  few 
cases,  he  did  show  a  certain  lack  of  judgement, 
and  is  occasionally  confused  about  the  reality 
of  a  situation.  But  he  is  a  powerful,  somewhat 
intelligent  demagogue.  Just  because  his 
morals  are  different  and  he  is  thirsty  for 
power  doesn't  mean  he  is  crazy.  Call  him  evil, 
if  you  will,  because  he  doesn't  ag:  ee  with  you, 
but  don't  call  him  insane.  All  of  his  reasoning 
faculties  are  in  place. 

#3.  The  United  States  would  not  have 
done  what  they  did  without  the  backing  of  the 
United  Nations.  Sure  they  would  have.  Next 
point. 

#4.  Any  war,  anywhere,  anytime,  for 
any  reason  is  good.  In  the  most  extreme 
circumstances  (World  War  II)  it  can  be 
regarded  as  a  neccessary  evil.  But  it  is  never 
good,  or  noble,  or  glorious,  or  honourable,  or 
decent.  War  is  bloody,  and  brutal,  and  is 
possibly  the  worst  thing  known  to  man. 
Imagine  walking  up  to  a  stranger,  pointing  a 
gun  to  his  head,  and  blowing  his  brains  out. 
Imagine  sneaking  up  on  someone  and 
smashing  in  his  skull  while  he  is  not  looking. 
Imagine  poisoning  people,  and  blowing  them  to 
little,  bloody  bits,  and  shooting  off  their  arms 
and  their  legs,  binding  them,  burning  them, 
torturing  them,  and  mutilating  them.  Imagine 
doing  this  all  day,  while  everybody  around  you 
is  doing  the  same  thing.  Imagine  doing  this  to 
children  and  babies  and  old  people.    Imagine 


seeing  your  friends  die,  and  hoping  you  get 
injured  so  you  don't  die.  Imagine  this 
thousands  of  times  over.  Then  hsten  to  George 
Bush  say,  "The  world  could  wait  no  longer." 

#5.  The  Iraqi  people  are  evil.  They 
don't  have  much  more  to  do  with  the  situation 
than  you  do.  Their  leader,  whatever  you  want 
to  call  him,  is  the  one  who  decides  what 
happens.  Some  of  them  do  support  him.  But 
not  all — not  even  most.  And  the  weapons  don't 
distinguish  between  them.  Everybody  dies. 

Everybody  dies. 

Mathew  Pelton 


Fm  Not  in  the  Mood  to  Write  a  Title  and 
I  Don't  Make  Good  Ones  Anyway,  so  Just 
Read  This,  O.K. 

Jan.16,1991  (Remember  this  date) 

19:49  While  listening  to  Cat  Stevens' 
"Tfea  for  the  Tillerman'^  song  #3,'Wild  World" 
through  headphones,  ray  mother  scares  me 
half  to  death  emd  informs  me  that  a  war  has 
started  in  the  Middle  East.  I  nonchalantly 
said,  "So,  "  and  went  back  to  the  intoxicating 
music.  Only  when  I  had  reached  #6,  "But  I 
might  die  tonight,"  did  I  feel  sad  and,  to  say 
the  least,  ticked  off. 

20:05  I  felt  like  some  Dylan  and  put  in 
"Blood  on  the  Tracks." 


and  quiet  for  so  long; 


I  haven't  had  peace 
I  forgot  what  it  is. 


20:13  I  felt  like  some  rap  and  put  in 
ICE-T's  "Power." 

The  Syndicate... 
Liquid  solid  gas... 

20:14  I  really  felt  bad, scared,  and 
confused.  Imagine  all  the  people  who  will  die. 
I  took  a  shower. 


20:41  I  got  bored  of  the  cleansing  water 
and  got  out  to  make  popcorn. 

20:44  I  made  popcorn,  but  didn't  eat  it. 
I  listened  to  Sting. 


free.. 


Free,  free,  set  them 


20:51  I  went  to  the  T.V.  to  watch  some 
googly-eyed  fat  guy  who  looked  like  he  smelled 
and  reminded  me  of  someone  I  knew,  talk 
about  the  U.S.  attacking  inside  Iraq. 
(Entering  Iraqi  territory  was  not  part  of  the 
U.N.  resolution,  but  I  guess  it  will  be  soon.) 
Clive  James,  that's  who  this  guy  reminded  me 
of.  I  ate  the  popcorn,  but  it  tasted  like 
sawdust  and  dried  urine. 

21:00  I  listened  to  Bush's  already 
rehearsed  speech  and  bawled  out  comments: 

BUSH:(smirking)  We  are,  as  I  speak, 
attacking  Iraq  and  wish  to  talic  away  their 
atomic  bomb  possibilities  and... 

ME:  You  say  you  went  in  because  of  the 
U.N.  resolution,  but  taking  out  their  atomic 
possibilities  was  not  part  of  this  resolution. 

BUSH:(smirking)  Sadam 

says...Sadam...Sadam... 

ME:  Georgy  says. ..George.. .George. ..Ah! 
So  now  they're  on  a  first  name  basis. 

BUSH:(smirking)  It  is  not  going  to  be 
another  Vietnam. 

ME:  No  colors  anymore, 

I  want  them  to  turn 
black; 

No  colors  anymore, 
I  want  Kuwait 
back... 

BUSH:(still  smirking)  We  pray  for  the 
lives  of  innocent  Iraqi  people... 

ME:  So  why  are  you  bombing  residential 
areas,  Georgy... I  mean  President  Bush. 

The  camera  slowly  pans  out,  and  the 
Canadian  Peter  Jennings  comes  on  the  screen. 


21:23  I  am  now,  as  I  write,  hstening  to| 
Bob  Dylan's  "Lily,  Rosemary,  and  The  Jack  of 
Hearts" 


IL 
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There's  something  strange  going 
on;  I  can  feel  it  in  the  air. 


He  went  to  get  the  hanging  judge, 
But  the  hanging  judge  was  drunk. 


No  one  knows  the  circumstance, 
but  it  happened  pretty  quick. 

I'm  lost.  Poor  young  American  kids  who 
probably  can't  point  out  Kuwait,  but  they'^*^ 
dying  for  it. 


re 


"This  is  what  your 
dying  for,  son.  No, no, not  that,  that's 
Lithuania, and  that's  Kashmir,  and  that's 
Palestine,  and  that's  Panama, and  that's 
Afghanestan,and  that's  Africa,  but  we're  not 
fighting  for  that...Ya,  that  little  thing  under 
your  pinky  is  Kuwait..  ' 

It  makes  no  sense.  My  young,  easily 
moldable,  inexperienced  brain  can't  believe 
humanity's  billigerent  malevolence.  In  a  time 
like  this,  such  a  bewildered  human  as  I  can 
only  say  one  small,  probably  insignificant,  and 
unimportant  thing  that  no  one  will  ever  listen 
to: 


PEACE. 


Ali  Dibadj 


DYING  IN  BOCA  RATON 

Edward  Ned  passed  away  on  a  rainy 
Wednesday  morning  at  the  Boca  Raton 
Medical  Centre.  He  died  quickly,  or  so  the 
doctors  tell  us. 

Mr.  Red  died  of  a  brain  embolism.  He 
had  been  djdng  for  eight  months  now,  and 
dying  is  a  tough  job  in  a  state  Uke  Florida.  It 
was  a  neural  aneurysm  that  finally  killed  him. 


T*age9 

The  "aneurysm"  in  question  was  a  high-grade 
brass  coated  Smith  &  Wesson  .38  calibre 
bullet. 

Not  suprisingly,  the  six-shot  handgun  is 
the  weapon  of  choice  for  elderly  men  in  the 
Miami  area.  They  say  it  gets  the  job  done.  It's 
certainly  manlier  than  a  Placidyl,  far  more 
efficient  than  a  rope,  and  stylish  to  boot. 
Edward  wanted  to  leave  this  earth  with 
bravado.  Yankee  style.  Just  like  a  good 
American  should. 

Edward  Ned  was  not  too  keen  on  dying 
of  a  brain  embolism.  He'd  much  rather  spend 
his  withering  hour  by  a  fireplace  in  a  smoke- 
filled  cabin  at  the  foot  of  the  Sierras.  He 
wanted  to  pass  away  drunk,  with  his  arthritic 
dog  by  his  side  and  an  empty  bottle  of  Chivas 
nestled  in  his  arm.  He  was  an  alcoholic. 

Eddy  hated  Florida.  It  was  his  daughter 
who  had  sent  him  there  strapped  and 
screaming  like  a  hyperkinetic  marmot  aboard 
a  Delta  737.  She  had  heard  Cx:  Oprah  that 
warm,  semi-tropical  climates  v/ere  ideal  for 
remedying  geriatric  depression. 

It's  awfully  difficult  to  escape  a  Boeing 
cruising  at  an  altitude  of  40,000  feet.  Believe 
me,  Edward  tried.  The  chief  stewardess  had 
barely  given  him  a  morphine  dose  when  he 
made  for  the  airlock  in  the  forward  section  of 
the  jet.  Edward  was  wrestled  to  the  ground  by 
hired  Philippine  guards  before  he  coul.d 
depressurize  the  passenger  capsule.  Eighty- 
five  long  years  is  enough  to  suck  a  man's 
strength  and  vitality  out  from  under  his 
atrophied  legs. 

Edward  didn't  want  to  die  in  a  pastel 
coloured  hospital  bed.  And  least  of  all  with  an 
rV  tube  stuck  in  one  arm  and  a  green  cathode 
monitor  playing  out  the  medical  tragedy  in  his 
frontal  lobe.  Mr.  Ned  didn't  really  think  he'd 
end  up  blowing  his  brains  out  the  back  of  his 
head.  Especially  in  Florida.  Especially  in 
Boca  Raton. 

Dying  in  Florida  can  be  a  deflating 
experience.  Just  ask  Old  Edward.  But  Eddy 
can't  tell  you  how  much  Florida  stinks, 
because  Ed's  hypothallamus  and  cerebellum 
are  spattered  all  over  room  118  at  the  Boca 


Raton  Medical  Centre,  just  down  the  block 
from  the  WalMart  Hardware  Hole.  You  might 
have  to  ask  his  coroner. 

A  man  without  a  head  isn't  much  good 
at  talking.  Edward's  head  no  longer  exists.  It 
disintegrated  just  as  the  brass  coated  high- 
grade  kill  capsule  penetrated  his  brain's  left 
hemisphere  and  turned  it  into  an  organic  mini- 
Hiroshima. 

Edward  died  late  last  year  in  the  spring, 
when  it  rains  on  the  Gold  Coast  and  the  Beach 
Belle  Funeral  Home  makes  a  killing.  The 
elderly  die  en-masse  in  Florida.  Mostly,  they 
like  to  die  in  between  the  months  of  March  and 
June,  when  the  ocean-borne  rains  povmd  the 
Atlantic  shores  and  Uncle  Harry's  has  its 
annual  furniture  sale. 

Nobody  can  figiu-e  out  why  so  many  old 
people  die  in  the  spring.  I  know  why,  and  the 
answer  might  make  you  vomit.  The  old  and 
sick  die  because  they  want  to.  They  cannot 
bear  the  thought  of  living  another  miserable 
year  in  the  garish  consumer  wasteland  that  is 
South  Florida.  The  spring  is  a  symbol  of  life, 
and  that  is  the  last  thing  a  person  like  Eddy 
the  Aneurysm  Victim  wsmts.  Good  and  honest 
and  God-fearing  people  like  Edward  Ned  don't 
want  to  die  three  blocks  from  the  Nail  World 
retail  outlet.  They  cannot  stomach  the 
thought  of  bujdng  the  farm  250  kilometers 
from  Disneyworld  and  a  mere  28  from  Sea 
Escape  and  the  World  Famous  Lizard  Fun 
Land.  People  like  Edward  don't  want  to  die  in 
a  state  where  Mickey  Mouse  has  the  same 
religious  clout  as  a  second-coming.  Edward 
doesn't  want  to  pass  away  anywhere  near  a 
land  where  Pluto  the  cartoon  dog  is  King.  Mr. 
Ned  wants  to  die  in  a  place  where  the  bread  is 
whole  wheat  and  the  people  believe  in  the 
concept  of  human  dignity.  Norman  Rockwell 
would  be  proud. 

Eddy  despises  the  glowing  neon 
freeways,  the  dead  fish  on  Del  Ray  beach,  the 
polluted  atmosphere,  the  purulent  day-glo 
bikinis,  the  rioting  Central  American 
terrorists,  and  the  laughing  mob  of  criminally- 
inclined  tourists.  These  are  all  diseases 
common  to  the  Miami  area. 


Edward  Ned's  philosophy  can  be 
summed  up  in  a  few  short  but  incredibly 
poignant  words:  When  the  Old  Get  Degraded, 
They  Get  Even. 

Sixteen  Placidyl  pills  and  a  loaded  six- 
shot  seem  an  attractive  alternative  to  a  life  of 
consumer  society  paranoia.  The  idea  has 
found  support  in  Edward  Ned  and  the  entire 
populace  of  the  Pompano  Beach  Senior  Home 
for  the  Crippled  and  the  Old.  The  elderly  are 
not  so  numb  and  sedated  that  they  cannot 
perceive  the  horror,  dread,  and  thinly-veiled 
oppression  of  South  Florida.  When  they  get 
sick  of  the  indignity,  the  old  have  guts  enough 
to  get  out.  Way  out. 

The  old  are  not  alone  in  their  suffering, 
however.  I  shared  in  the  agony  and  cruel 
torment  while  on  a  week's  vacation  in 
Pompano  this  Christmas.  I  was  verbally 
assaulted  for  merely  "loitering"  (Officer  Klaus 
used  these  same  words)  on  a  street  comer. 

ATTENTION!  ATTEN  riON!  ALL 
CITIZENS  OF  THE  STATE  OF  FLORIDA 
ARE  HERBY  WARNED  TO  REMAIN 
INDOORS.  ALL  VIOLATERS  RISK  DEATH 
AT  THE  HANDS  OF  THE  INTERNAL 
SECURITY  FORCES.  VIOLATORS  WILL  BE 
SHOT  ON  SIGHT.  NO  EXCEPTIONS, 
REGARDLESS  OF  SEX,  AGE,  OR  RACE 
WILL  BE  MADE.  A  STATE  OF  MARTIAL 
LAW  IS  IN  EFFECT. 

Freidrich  Acostas 
Minister  of  Security 
State  Of  Florida 

I  could  almost  smell  the  police  officer's 
blind  aggression.  It  tore  through  my  shirt 
with  all  the  unbridled  fury  and  madness  and 
war-lust  of  a  South  African  police  dog.  Within 
minutes,  I  was  scampering  into  the  fog  like  a 
wounded  baby  sandshark.  I  wanted  to  regroup 
with  my  fellow  citizens,  nurse  the  wounds  of 
my  humiliating  defeat,  and  fight  the  Mongol 
barbarians. 

The  Floridian  reality  isn't  very  far  from 
a  that  of  a  police  state.  After  all,  any  state 
where  defenceless  civilians  can  be  harassed  by 
heavily  armed  members   of  an   Internal 
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Security  force  is  getting  dangerously  close  to 
the  social  reality  of  Albania.  The  state  of 
Florida  can  no  longer  afford  to  hide  behind  a 
crumbling  democratic  facade.  The  unpleasant 
truth  is  rapidly  gaining  groimd.  Florida  is  the 
only  state  in  the  union  within  close  proximity 
of  a  Marxist  nation.  Remember,  Cuba  is  only  a 
short  motorboat  ride  from  Key  West.  The 
social  mood  must  be  infectious. 

That's  why  Edward  Ned,  much  like  the 
acclaimed  Ernest  Hemingway,  chose  to  end  his 
life  at  the  business  end  of  a  Smith  &  Wesson 
.38  killing  machine.  He  is  the  only  true  patriot 
in  South  Florida.  The  world  would  be  a  better 
place  if  the  entire  Legislative  Board  of  Greater 
Miami  followed  his  example.  Florida  is 
overripe  with  dangerous  mini-Hitlers.  It  must 
be  cleansed. 

But  for  all  his  brilliance,  poor  old  Ed  got 
the  cruel  and  twisted  end  of  the  deal.  Papa 
Hemingway  died  in  Ketchum,  Idaho.  Mr. 
Edward  Prescott  Ned  died  in  Boca  Raton, 
Florida.  His  mistake. 

The  world  is  a  violent  arena  filled  with 
many  demented  individuals  bent  on 
destruction.  These  people  hold  the  reins  of 
power.  One  of  these  men  is  Saddam  Hussein. 
I  can't  name  the  other  for  fear  of  being  lynched 
and  set  afire  by  the  dual-deities  of  Popular 
Sentiment  and  Morality.  I  can  only  hint  at  the 
second  despot;  he  likes  to  ride  CIA  motorboats 
off  of  Kennebunkport. 

The  young  men  and  women  of  Boca 
Raton,  Florida  are  being  held  hostage  by  their 
President.  The  Floridian  airwaves  are  flooded 
daily  with  automobile  and  gasoline 
commercials  funded  by  the  Pentagon  and  the 
American  auto  industry. 

There  are  many  big  cars  in  Boca  Raton, 
and  our  President  likes  it  that  way.  Only  an 
American  population  hooked  on  gasoline  and 
fast  cars  can  keep  American  foreign  policy 
afloat.  The  President  says  that  genocide  is 
good  for  our  economy.  He  should  know. 

I  spent  my  New  Year's  Eve  on  a  side- 
walk in  Fort  Lauderdale.  There  were 
hundreds  of  young  collegiate-types  on  the 
street  intoxicating  themselves  with  dreamy 


visions  of  a  year  to  come.  February  is  killing 
time  for  young  American  males  of  draft  age. 
There  is  little  to  celebrate,  for  any  of  these 
students  may  well  find  themselves  toasting 
our  next  New  Year  amid  the  ashes  of  Riyadh. 

"You  know —  we've  had  to  imagine  war 
here,  and  we  have  imagined  that  it  was  being 
fought  by  aging  men  like  ourselves.  We  had 
forgotten  that  wars  were  fought  by  babies. 
When  I  saw  those  freshly  shaved  faces,  it  was 
a  shock.  'My  God,  my  God'-  I  said  to  myself, 
It's  the  Children's  Crusade."-  Kurt  Vonnegut 

The  American  young  stand  perched 
above  a  massive  abyss.  Many  will  be 
swallowed  by  it  in  the  coming  weeks.  And 
many  will  return  home.  The  average  age  at 
the  Boca  Raton  Medical  Centre  hovers  at 
around  80.  If  the  president  decides  to  turn 
aggressive  diplomacy  into  a  shooting  conflict, 
the  average  age  may  well  drop  to  45  by  mid- 
February.  There  are  many  families  in  Boca 
Raton  short  of  a  son  or  daughter  this  New 
Year's  Eve.  Most  of  these  young  Americans 
are  on  military  installations  in  the  Persian 
Gulf.  They  are  "preparing"  for  unquestionably 
the  most  sophisticated  conflict  in  modern 
times.  But  that  is  only  what  the  P.R  generals 
are  telling  us.  More  accurately,  they  are 
loading  their  weapons  in  preparation  for  one  of 
the  bloodiest  military  orgies  in  history.  The  M- 
16's  are  cocked  and  loaded,  ready  to  obliterate 
any  "enemy"  that  dares  get  in  the  way  of  the 
glorious  battle  march.  Hunting  season  is  just 
around  the  comer. 

The  elderly  at  the  Boca  Raton  Medical 
Centre  will  soon  be  surrounded  by  many  young 
amputee  patients.  Some  will  be  blind,  others 
will  be  suffering  third-degree  chemical  bums. 
Still  others  will  be  will  be  sporting  legless 
torsos  and  synthetic  eyes.  The  unlucky  will 
find  themselves  confined  to  psychiatric 
institutions  for  the  rest  of  their  lives.  Johnny 
will  be  missing  the  left  portion  of  his  face. 
Butch  won't  have  a  spine  to  stand  on.  But 
George  Bush  understands. 

Their  luckier  comrades  will  have  bled  to 
death  on  a  sand  dune  100  miles  south  of 
Baghdad  or  have  been  shot  by  their  superiors 


for  refusing  to  kill  Iraqi  women  and  children,  comfortable  place  in  front  of  my  grandmother's 

But  this  is  the  price  of  war,  and  George  Bush  seventeen  inch  "big  screen"  television.    Now 

(to  hell  with  the  frenzied  mobs)  has  stated  the  tradition  began.    The  television  was 

again  and  again  that  he  is  willing  to  sacrifice  a  switched  on  and  before  my  eyes  flashed  the 

generation  for  the  sake  of  "international  peace  Queen's  Christmas  Message  -  something  every 

and  brotherhood".  EngUshmen  would  rather  drop  dead  than  miss. 

Peace  In  Our  Time.  Now  to  be  perfectly  honest,  I  never  really 

Meanwhile,  happy  Americans  will  placed   any  importance   on   the   Queen's 

continue  to  buy  expensive  cars  and  home  Christmas  Message;  I  always  regarded  it  as 

appliances.    Long  live  the    god  of  Middle  another  trivial  pleasure  of  my  parents',  like 

Eastern  Gasoline.  Afler  all,  American  kids  can  "Masterpiece    Theatre"    or    the    Sunday 

adapt  to  all  sorts  of  things;    Prosthetic  limbs  crossword.    But  when  I  watched  it  with  all  of 

and  surgery  are  only  a  few  of  the  many,  my  relatives-actual  English  people  who  have 

Another  is  dying  young  in  Boca  Raton.  lived  with  and  have  revered  the  Royal  Family 

But  fear  not,  crippled  and  mutilated  for  centuries-it  no  longer  seemed  trivial.  Just 

young  soldiers,  Texaco  can  pay  for  your  misery,  the  idea  that  a  whole  nation  of  royalists  was 

The  Boca  Raton  Medical  Center  will  be  full  flocking  to  their  televisions  to  watch  their 

this  February.  precious  Queen  Elizabeth  address  them  stirred 

something  inside  of  me:  it  made  me  look  at  my 

Javier  Schiffrin  country  and  feel  ashamed.  The  only  person  we 

flock  to  the  television  to  watch  with  bated 

breath  is  Bart  Simpson. 

All  in  all,  the  Queen's  message  was  only 

One  of  my  more  Meaningful  Christmas  about   ten   minutes   long,   and   she   kept 

Gifts  repeating  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again: 

that  we  should  count  our  blessings  and  that  we 

This  year  I  enjoyed  a  "down  home"  should  take  time  to  reflect  about  the  people 

Christmas  which  I  spent  with  my  parents  in  suffering  in  the  Middle  East,  tu  summarize. 

Formby,    their    hometown    in    Liverpool,  Now  that  I  think  about  it,  it  was  actually 

England.    It  was  a  pleasant  vacation,  and  I  rather  unimpressive.    This,  however,  didn't 

suppose  that  seeing  the  relatives  I  see  only  stop  my  family  from  watching  it.    Once  the 

once  a  decade  did  me  some  good.  I  received  all  Queen's  message  was  over  and  everything  had 

of  the  regvJar  physical  and  verbal  abuse  from  been  said  and  done,  the  Royal  anthem,  "God 

all  of  my  aged  aunts  and  uncles  ("Goooh, 'asn't  Save  The  Queen,"  come  on.    Then  almost 

'e  grown", "Would  you  look  at  'is  lovely  instantly,    my    uncles — those    who    were 

face","Ooooh,  let  me  squeeze  that  cheek  ,"By  able — stood  up,  as  if  the  Queen  herself  had 

God,  isn't  'e  a  'andsome  lad!")  and  I  exchanged  just  walked  in.    From  across  the  room  my 

a  few  stimulating  grunts  with  my  antisocial  mother,  who  knew  I  was  unfamiliar  with  such 

cousin  who  would  prefer  to  be  Ustening  to  the  a  custom  and  who  wasn't  about  to  blow  my 

new  Iron  Maiden  album  than  getting  to  know  cover,  gave   me   an  inconspicuous  glare 

me,  their  cousin  from  Canada  a  little  better,  beckoning  me  to  stand.   So  I  stood  and  let  the 

Go  figure.  patriotic  pride  the  rest  of  my  family  felt  course 

Christmas  day  came  and  with  it  the  through  me  and  give  me  something  to  feel 

usual  festivities,  traditions,  and,  of  course,  the  proud  of????  —  and  I  didn't  feel  stupid  at  all. 
family  feast.    Once  the  meal  was  over  and  This  Christmas  my  best  gift  wasn't  the 

every  scrap  of  food  are  been  force  fed  down  my  Led  Zeppelin  boxed  CD  set;  it  was  the  lesson  I 

throat  ("It's  good  for  ya,  lad.  Sup  up!')  everyone  learned   that  day  with  my  family    The  people 

cleared  away  the  table  and  found  himself  a  of  countries  like  Great  Britain  which  have  an 


existing  monarchy  all  share  one  common 
interest:  their  Royal  Family  and  it  is  this 
national  pride  that  often  improves  the  social, 
economic,  and  environmental  conditions  of 
that  country.  Canada  is  too  young  to  have  a 
Royal  Family,  and  we  probably  never  will,  but 
do  we  have  a  national  figure  head?  Have  we 
got  someone  who  we  can  all  revere,  respect, 
and  have  faith  in?  I  don't  think  the  Prime 
Minister  can  fall  under  that  category,  and  all 
other  possible  candidates  now  reside  in 
Hollywood  with  Michael  J.  Fox.  However,  I 
think  there  is  something  to  learn  from  the 
example  set  by  countries  like  Great  Britain, 
Spain,  and  Holland  who  all  currently  have  a 
royal  sovereign:  that  there  is  nothing  wrong 
with  having  a  national  niler,  and  respecting 
him,  too. 

Neil  Mathews 


HEARD  IN 
THE  HALLS 


Among  other  tasteful  zingers,  Tim 
Fleizer  said  this:  "Hey  Patrick,  we're  having  a 
bake  sale  next  week,  can  we  sell  your  Mother?" 


Dylan  Smith:  "Whew  !  Is  it  ever  hot  in 
there  [Ms.  McDonald's  office]!" 


CLASSIFIED 


WANTED:  a  Fisher  Price  or  Little  Tykes 
Kitchen  Set  (in  fairly  good  condition)  If 
interested,  see  Ms.  McKnight. 

Comic  Collection  To  Be  Cleared 

Spideys,  Pimishers,  Batmans,  Ironman,  ETC. 
Call  Otto  at  485-4866 


p«r  ^^ 

MATH  PROBLEMS 
Celebrating  The  Birthday  Problem 

What  is  the  probability  that  someone  in 
your  class  has  the  same  Birthday  that  you  do? 
Of  fifty-two  Grade  lO's  there  are  at  least  two 
with  the  same  birthday,  Ghadirian  and  Gupta 
(There  may  be  other  pairs!).  Are  the  odds 
against  this  astronomical  or  does  this  in  fact 
have  a  suprisingly  high  probabiUty? 

Starter  problem  with  solution:  You  need 
two  dry  days  on  the  weekend  to  allow  your 
lawn  fertilizer  to  decompose.  If  the  chance  of 
rain  on  both  Saturday  an  Sunday  is  1/2,  what 
is  the  chance  that  it  will  rain  at  least  one  of 
the  two  days. 

Solution:  p  (no  rain  on  Saturday )=  1/2 
p  (no  rain  on  either  day)=l/2  x  1/2=1/4 
p  (some  rain  on  either  day)=  1-1/4=3/4 

1)  What  is  the  probability  that  some  of 
the  digits  in  a  six  digit  license  plato  or  lottery 
ticket  number  are  repeated?  First  calculate 
the  probability  that  all  six  digits  are  different 
and  allow  ten  digits  from  zero  to  nine 
inclusive. 

2)  What  is  the  probability  that  at  least 
one  six  turns  up  if  you  roll  six  dice  at  the  same 
time?  (Reduce  the  numcer  od  di.e  to  two  to 
develop  the  correct  method) 

3)  Back  to  the  birthday  problem,  which 
is  not  finding  the  probability  that  Ghadirian 
and  Gupta  have  the  same  birthday  (1/365), 
but  finding  the  probability  that  at  least  one 
pair  of  the  fifty-two  students  share  a  birthday. 

4)  Brown/Carsley  (August  8th,  1974), 
Echenberg/Hassan  (May  1st,  1974)  and 
Taylor/Taylor  (October  2nd,  1974)  are  three 
pairs  of  students  in  Mr.  Litvack's  Calculus 
class  of  twenty-one  (!)  with  the  same  birthday. 

How  remarkable  is  this?  Work  out  the 
probability? 

Submit  solutions  to  Mr.  Lumsden  in 
the  Math  Dept.  $10  cash  prize  for  each 
grade  leveL 
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